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Author's Notes: 
Based on an interview where Samoth was asked, "Do you you still talk frequently with Ihsahn?" 
Samoth answered with, "We're still good friends. We don't hang out too much because we are busy leading our 


lives. But we'll have a cup of coffee and meet up and talk." 


Samoth's nerves were all over the place. His knee was bouncing in anticipation as he waited for his former 
childhood friend to appear in his eyeline. The days where he gets the chance to see Ihsahn and enjoy a nice 


conversation outside of music we're always refreshing. 


It's been about a month since he's last seen him in person Nervous was an understatement. He now somewhat 


regrets not getting his coffee already as he tries to steady his leg. 


Suddenly, a brightly smiling familiar face catches his eye. 


"Hey, man!" His voice is still the same. 


His knee quits bouncing with anxiety as soon as his voice reaches his ears. |hsahn's always has that kind of 


effect on him. He was always so calm and collected, despite being a Black Metal front-man, 
"Hey," Samoth offered a sweet smile back. 


As Ihsahn got closer, Samoth debates on standing up and giving him a hug or simply shaking his hand. He was, 


once again, unclear on the boundaries they had in their friendship. 
Sure, they've hugged before. There's nothing extremely terrible about hugging your best friend. 


Ihsahn seems to know what is best for them to do. As he gets to the small outside patio table where Samoth 
is sitting, he lets out a small chuckle. 


"No hugs?" 


Samoth feels himself shrink a little in his seat before standing up and side-hugging Ihsahn. He pats him on the 
back right as they both let go and part. 


They sit down together and Ihsahn already has something to say to clear the air. 

"Hey, man. | just wanted to say I'm sorry." 

"For?" 

"Your divorce? | know that must be tough on you and your family." 

Samoth just gives a nonchalant shrug, "Been through it before. Nothing | can't handle." 
Ihsahn nods. 

"Did you order your coffee already?" 

"No, | was waiting for you," Samoth answers and watches lhsahn's smile lit up once again. 
"What do you want? I'll go place the order for us," Ihsahn offers kindly. 

"Uh, just a black coffee is fine." 

Ihshan nods before getting back up and going inside the small coffee shop. Samoth watches him go to the 


register through the glass and wonders if Ihsahn ever thinks about the stupid small things they did together 


as teenagers. 


Does he remember the night they snuck out of Ihsahn's family home to go see Darkthrone together? 
What about the time they almost caused a forrest fire while taking pictures of them spitting fire? 


Countless, dumb memories of being a teenager come flooding back. Thirty-one years of friendship conjures up 


a lot of memories and feelings. 


Some he'd give anything to re-live. 


Some he'd give anything to forget. 
After a couple of minutes of sitting in silence, Ihsahn rejoins him at their table with two cups of coffee. 
"Do you have anything going on?" Ihsahn asks as he sips gently on his hot coffee. 


"Nothing right now really.mostly writing. Nothing happening much," Samoth answers honestly. He's always doing 


some kind of music related bullshit in his downtime. 


"| know you've got a new album coming out, man. That's great!" Samoth gives him another smile before it 


disappears behind his own cup of coffee. 


"Mm! Yeah! | can send you one if you'd like," Ihsahn's voice goes milky. Halfway nervous and hallways excited. 
Samoth's unsure. 


He thinks its stupid for Ihsahn to be nervous around him, even if he sometimes get nervous around Ihsahn. 
Their friendship has always been some-kind of.awkward. Not many people can say they met their best friend 
at 14, created a band that became known as one of Black Metal's staples as teenagers, formed other side 


projects, and spent 31 years of being each other's cheerleaders when it came to solo stuff as well 


Somewhere along the way, it became complicated. Both of them moving in obviously different directions, 


musically and personally. 


Samoth wonders if Ihsahn realizes when things became awkward, too. He knows it became a little weird when 


Ihsahn announced he was getting married. 

Part of him feels fucking stupid for thinking they could continue the way they were going after he was 
married. Everything was lined up so perfectly for them and Emperor. If Samoth believed in astrology, he'd say 
the stars were aligned just right for everything to fall into place. 


But, things never work out the way it's planned. He knows this first hand. 


The reason Samoth felt so weird about Ihsahr's marriage was an uncomfortable one to come to terms to. 


He was in fact, in love with his lead singer. 


He also knows that was fucking stupid. But its hard not to fall into some-kind of something with someone 
you've spent more than half of your life beside. 


Hell, he wasn't even sure it was love. 

He just knew that he really, really, didn't want Ihshan to get married. He worried it would completely wreck 
everything they worked so hard for, and even, maybe their friendship. He knew that after Ihsahn was married, 
children would follow. 

Children always tend to fuck things up. 


"Yeah, i'll take few copies!" Samoth answered and happened to see lhsahn's backpack he brought with him. 


Inside he could see a notebook. It was wrecked after years of use and Samoth recognized it as their old lyric 


sheets from Emperor. 

"Why do you have that?" He laughed and pointed to the worn out notebook 

Ihshan laughed as well as he pulled it out and set it on the table. 

"| still write in it sometimes. Lyrics for different things," Ihsahn answered as he flipped through the pages. 


They were coffee-stained, wrinkled, ink-blot ridden and fragile. They both leaned over the table to read some 


of the notes and lyrics written 
"Woah, look at that!" Ihsahn points to a corner of one sheet with a smile. 
Written in chicken-scratch was Samoth's note to Ihshan 

"STOP USING THS AS A FUCKIN DRINK COASTER BITCH" 

They both share laugh 


| had to write that because you continuously set your drinks on this old ass thing and we couldn't read 
anything we wrote after that," Samoth's explains his reason for the [94 foul-mouthed note. 


"Whatever!" Ihsahn laughs and flips to another page. On it, sprawled in big writing, read: 


"YOURE A PIG TOMAS! IM NOT SINGING THIS!!!" 


"What was that even about?" lhsahn's eyebrows knit together as he tries to recall why he wrote the note. 
Samoth also pulls his face into a look of confusion 

They sit there for a moment before Ihsahn realizes. 

"Oh! Because you wrote some lyrics about fucking a dead person!" 


This earns a few wandering eyes from people walking past and sitting around them. They don't pay them any 
attention as they burst out in chuckles. 


"Well, that's the way everyone else was writing!" Samoth tries to cast blame on their friends as he takes 
another sip of coffee. 


Ihsahn shakes his head and turns a few more pages before he finds another note. 
It's one he doesn't recall ever seeing. 
"What's this one?" He asks aloud as Samoth is looking around them. 


"Hey V, H's Tomas. I'm not sure how to tell you. So I'll just say it. If you ever pay attention, or find this, here's 
the truth. | like you. H's stupid. | know. | know you don't feel the same. I'm sorry.” 


As Ihsahn reads the small note tucked in a corner of the page, Samoth feels his whole body tense up. He 


thought Ihsahn probably seen that by now. Fuck, he thought Ihshan saw the note back then after he wrote it. 
Ihsahn looks up from the notebook and catches Samoth's eyes. 


"Um," Samoth isn't sure what to say. He contemplates saying it was a joke. That it was fake. That Faust 
probably wrote that to frame him. 


But he doesn't. 
"| liked you." 


He blurts it out hard and fast. He squeezes his eyes shut as soon as the sentence is over. Waiting for the 
disgust, the repulsion, the angry lhshan voice to hurl insults his way. 


But instead, all he can hear is people walking by and faint clinks of coffee cups. 
"You did?" Ihsahn's voice is soft and low, once again calming Samoth down. 


"Yeah. No reason to lie now. | did. | do." 


"Like me? Like..as a friend or..?" 


"| liked you a lot, Vegard. | really don't remember what caused me to write that. | didn't think i'd ever tell you. 


Shit, | don't even remember writing the note really." 
Samoth mumbles his way through and shifts uncomfortably in his seat. 


This is stupid. He's in his 40s, yet he feels like the dumb lb year old he was when he wrote it. Nervous and 


scared of the reaction he could get from his crush upon telling him how he feels. 
"I didn't know," Ihsahn states simply. 
"I know, its okay." 


Ihshan nods and his expression falls sullen. Samoth isn't sure why the sad look spreads across his face and 
decides to change the subject to something else. 


"Have you talked to Bard any? Last | heard he was recording again." 
Ihshan nods, "Yeah, | heard that, too. I'm glad. He needs to be behind a set" 


Samoth smiles fondly on the dumb rehearsals with their older drummer. How playful and puppy-like Faust used 
to be as a late teen 


"How long are you gonna be in Telemark?" Ihsahn asks as he takes his last sip of his coffee. 

"Not sure. A few days, why?" 

"Wondering if maybe you would want to come over. | could always use another pair of ears and another brain 
to help me on some stuff. Plus, | could really use your input. You're like a musical genius," Ihsahn offers him a 
smile as he places the notebook back in his bookbag. 

"Yeah! I'd like that," Samoth nods. 


It would be another month before they could meet up for coffee again 


But Samoth is counting down the days, looking forward to it. 


